Josephine Plays Her Last Card
taking it in at all, thinking of that situation. Well, it was
difficult; therefore must be faced. He would get it over
quickly, tear out the nerve. He turned to the prince.
"Undoubtedly you know to what I refer. I have loved
your mother, will never love any one as I have her; but
France is at a desperate pass. I cannot keep my head
above the waves, unless I make a new alliance that will
join to France a powerful state and in addition perhaps
provide me with an heir. It is a sad lot that Fate has
visited on your mother." He paused a moment—then,
since when it came to the amputation all past wounds
were forgot: "She has deserved a better. But monarchs
are the servants of the state and cannot wed as they
choose. She must make her sacrifice as I make mine."
Eugene, wistfully wondering whether the sacrifice were
not a little heavier on one side, answered nothing; and
the emperor came to the point.
"It is a hard thing I must ask of you, Eugene, but it
is a duty I know you will bravely discharge for France.
You alone can break the news to your mother sympa-
thetically. It will come better from you."
Hurt as Napoleon might be by the conduct of his own
family, he had little to complain of in Josephine's chil-
dren. It was a bitter cup that this loyalty now earned.
Eugene, brave but sweet and amiable like his mother, was
now a little too faithful, a little too easily swayed. He
took up the cup.
What words were said, what reproaches uttered, what
tears shed at this interview between mother and son no one
knew. Only her maids of honor, restless through pity
for her, and wandering through the balls of Malmaison,
heard her sobbing softly in the night; and once, these
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